Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
good, a wonderful woman! Now you may go, Monsieur
Horan, Soon you shall receive your reward.—Do not
retire, Hortense. I wish to talk with you.5'
The physician gone, the two remained for a moment
without speech, he sitting by the console table, gazing at
the little door, she rearranging the jonquils, to hide her
emotions.
They were a congenial pair. He loved Hortense, not in
the way of the foul stories, but as a brother older by four-
teen years, or any man so much older, may love a young
woman suddenly grown so vivid and mature, without any
thought of possession, only pleasure in her companion-
ship and gratitude for her affection and faith.
She, on her part, had never held it against him that he
had parted from her mother. Kings could not always be
choosers, and it was not the heart's action, she knew.
And she felt a profound admiration for his strength and
a deep gratitude and love for all he had done for her
and her brother, her cousins and uncles, in fact, all who
had been of her blood. There had been no call or demand
for any such generosity.
Despite that difference in ages, she would have made
an excellent wife for him but the thought never entered
their heads; and now, seeing him so sunk in melancholy,
she cast about for some means to ease his hurt and re-
morse. She must corroborate the doctor's statement.
"What Monsieur Horan said was true," she began, as
she trifled with the jonquils no more glorious than her
hair. "Her thought was ever of you. She treasured your
letters, followed your movements, and would have flown
to you to share your exile. Indeed she pictured herself
driving for Fontainebleau through Paris in a coach and

